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HE    THREE    MULLA-MULGARS
audience, was trying, but the genius which had
created that fantastic dream tale for all time
and for every child emerged triumphantly from
the ordeal.

Now can we apply the touchstone of Alice
to Mr. de la Mare's Three Mu//a-Mu!gars? I
think not. At any rate, all we shall learn by
doing so is that the books must be placed on
different shelves. Is Mr. de la Mare's book,
then, not for the nursery? That, again, is a
matter for each nursery to decide. I should
think it unlikely that it is for the rather forlorn
one I have depicted here: it is pitched, I am
afraid, above those not very clean, and yet some-
how strangely lovable heads: and it is, most
emphatically, written. The prose of Lewis
Carroll is plain and homely as the prose of Ma
M&re 1'Oye, as the prose, indeed, of any gifted
old nurse, who with one eye on the clock and
the other on her small band of listeners, turns
'the firelight hours to a dream of gold': but
much of the enchantment of Mr. de la Mare's
tale is produced by the beauty of the writing.
True, any intelligent child will enjoy the
adventures; but only a rather rare little mortal
will grasp all the older reader grasps.

I must admit that I myself quite fail to grasp